Theatre as living art, the central purpose of which is life, existence, that is, that can perceive matter as a set of images, a meeting point of the spirit with matter, enters the realm of memory, when it requires precise indications necessary for the scenic representation. Memory is a living organism, it is the warm fire of preparing theatre. We perceive Hamlet acting on stage because we remember that perception. Hamlet -the one that we will see in a few years, in a completely different time, in another geography, will be perceived, criticized, understood, by evoking the memories that have survived or have been adapted, transformed, reinterpreted. The memory facilitates the meeting between the actor and the character, the memory facilitates the meeting between the director and the text, between the director and the concept, the memory brings the playwright face to face with his work. In the The Misunderstanding, Albert Camus imagines psychological dimensions where memory plays the role of central mechanism. We are face to face with the absurd man, who through the awareness of death and crime meets his truth, but at the same time we discover a dissociation of the characters that, despite their rigidity and coldness, maintain the appearance of a structural and functional fluidity. The dialogue has the resonance of a frequency that vibrates from the river of collective memory. The individual memory has split and is to be absorbed by another memory, one of the theatre, a universal memory, a memory of a theatre that was born from memory.
The theatre that excellently serves the ephemeral, this theatre that feeds from the past just to rematerialize the present, to recompose, to resize, to rewrite using its specific means, is at the same time art and science, art for it is a form of sublimation of the unconscious, a science because it uses with skill the technical means that the epoch offers. The stage is a blessed land where forgotten times come back to life, but not as mere ghostly occurrences that haunt the spirit, but as projections-representations loaded with meaning and also potentially creators of new ones. Condemned for eternity to reinvent itself, flattered and then outlawed, exiled by the city council, it goes on a journey traveling through the transcendental multiverse of an archaic, archetypal memory, mother of all memories, so that afterwards, driven by the fatality of its destiny, by the need to relive its memories, it returns to the protective sanctuary of the fortress. The eternal return of the theatre, the meeting point of spirit with matter, an existence located in the middle between object and representation, between here and now, between then and there, between being and not being, does not cease to serve the whims of the public. Portal of the meeting of the self with the other self, discrete critic or supporter of the values and virtues of the society, the theatre, among its other purposes, has that of bringing the viewer, through its objective subjectivity, near to the perception of that unconscious material point in the instantaneous state, with infinitely broader and more complex attributions than those of the individual consciousness impoverished by discernment and reason, that point which receives and transmits the actions of all points in the material world. This perception operated by memory, in relation to the individual, ends by limiting little by little, by adopting the body as a center, an axis mundi, where memory is the repercussion of our indecision in the face of knowledge. In the end, everything we see, feel, hear is reduced to what interests us. "The one who could look inside the brain and could see what's going on in there, would not understand anything about what is happening in that mind, just as much as we could tell, in a play, through the entrances and exits of the actors on stage" 1 . We perceive Hamlet acting on stage because we remember that we perceived him, and the Hamlet that we will see in a few years, in a completely different time, in another geography, will be perceived, criticized, understood, by evoking the memories of memories that have survived or that have been adapted, transformed, reinterpreted. Memory is a living organism, in a continuous transformation, memory is raw, it cuts into living flesh, it is ruthless, mean and finds forgetting as a delight. Memory is a spoiled child. This clothing of the mind will coat the body of subjectivity with new perceptions about the present, always on the run, always another perspective, a present that brings new images that will constantly mix in our perception of the same present that we have lived to forgetting only to do so we can make room for the reinvention of the present, the reinvention of reality... To be finalised by remembering that you exist, and what prevails in this context is the memory and less the reality of existence.
The destiny of the theatre, condemned to this memory, removes the absurdity of the mythic myth, of the one who knows, accepts its condition and does not cling to empty hopes. Forget that forgetting is part of the experience of living, you remember because biological existence is conditioned by perception. The self-consciousness that brings with it clairvoyance to destiny, the acceptance of this finite journey called life, of this path of destruction in the name of creation, is undoubtedly tortured by the thought of contradiction. As soon as theatre has accepted its ephemeral condition, the happiness it produces and in which it sometimes dissolves, it finds meaning, value, usefulness and bearing, being on the same plane as its opposite: there is no memory without forgetting, there is no perception without image, there is no blissful happiness, no tears that have not known the sweet taste of crying. Theatre exists and will exist for as long as its memory will exist. Theatre, the founding father of drama, that is, that means of communicating ideas and human behaviour in society, a means by which the individual forms a set of values and aspirations, will continue to exist even after the last actor disappears, the last show, or the last directorial concept. As long as memory will keep the memory of the dramatic text -if we consider the text as a negative of the theatrical performance -theatre will not stop printing its ineffable traces on the endless sandy beach of time. Theatricalization of memory is the status-quo of theatre memory. An interpretive reading of the text is sufficient for the seed of the theatre to emerge, and the memory to return to its rights and to emerge images of the scenic perception. The memory is the fire in prepariong theatre! The memory facilitates the meeting between the actor and the character, the memory facilitates the meeting between the director and the text, between the director and the concept, the memory brings the playwright face to face with his work. We will focus on the role that memory plays in the dimension of time lost, on archaic memory, the formative memory that leads to the nonindividual present in the dramatic text as the character of memory. In The Misunderstanding, Albert Camus realizes through the memory, forgetfulness, characters that are linked in an epic thread that activates an action where values such as love, death, hatred or hope become characters that only materialize as holograms. The sun, the ocean, the river, the mother, the darkness are the pillars of the foundation of The Misunderstanding. Instruments of an unconscious order, which the ancestral societies used in an age when consciousness did not yet think, but perceive, are the object of all subjects, meant to be lost in themselves. Albert Camus imagines psychological dimensions where repression of memories and sublimation of memory articulate awareness, perception and updating of time. We are face to face with the absurd man, who through the awareness of death and crime meets his truth, but at the same time we discover a dissociation of the characters that, despite their rigidity and coldness, maintain the appearance of a structural and functional fluidity. The unconscious is the primary element. Through it, the playwright, the subject projects a content onto an object, thus creating the impression that that content belongs to the object. Projection disappears when it becomes conscious. Jan, the son returned from the ocean is unaware of his death, but the pulses of an unconscious memory warn him and he decides to leave. His love for the Mother separates him from the fertile ground of reality because accepting to remain embraces death. It remains like a ship anchored on the shores of the black continent awaiting the fresh wave of purification. It becomes a shadow in the ocean of shadows of unconscious memory. Once embracing absolute sincerity, embracing the absurd, the existence of the Mother becomes meaningless. His disappearance is the most reliable solution and in the same way the end of the sister is presented. Memory brings death and with death, redemption. The cry of the anime found its receiver, and the receiver was handcuffed to the altars of the unconscious. The split voice is restored, the soul decomposed into the archetypes frees itself, and the memory will continue in another consciousness, that of Mary, a character that begins to crystallize with the fall of the curtain. Then his voice will cease to represent her, her flesh will be flooded with the blood of life, her memory will create a bridge between the sunny land and the shadowy land, a bridge she never wants to walk but which destiny will impose as a unique reality of an individuality that can exist only through the memory of the one he loved. Behind the knowledge, behind the revelation of the truth, lies the memory of a primordial time, a call to origins, to the unknown. "All we have to do is admit that parents are for us at the same time the most unknown people, that there would be an unconscious mirror image of the parents, special, alien to them, immeasurable, as is man before God" 2 . But for Camus the relationship between man and God does not explain a truth, it does not represent a solution for consciousness in seeking self-liberation. The absurd man, the man who lives the absolute reality, must depart from illusions. For Camus, hope is not a solution, and the man who has fallen prey to this conception has, as his sole answer, forgetting. Not realism, not even the psychological discourse of the characters in The Misunderstanding must be criticized, but the inner discourse, unconscious. To seek explanations, to psychologize what transpires from the dialogues of the play, is nothing but an illusory effort. The characters of The Misunderstanding exist only in the form of a collective entity that mirrors their drama through phenomena of nature, through symbols, through archetypes. The memory, this is the intrigue, the true intrigue of the play. The memory that includes, with its tentacles, the action, the characters, the subject. We have a dissonance, a misunderstanding, an inadvertence generated by the image of a memory threatened by decomposition, a memory that has as its object the family, a family decimated by the vicissitudes of a century decimated by conflict, a century in which the death of divinity is a reality, in which memory is both a healer and a saviour. The characters find excuses, they use memory as a source of motivation. Everything is determined, generated by the image of memory. The memory is the motive of the crime not from the desire to destroy, but from the desire to save, to give meaning to those characters' atmosphere, to those pieces from a whole that is called night, darkness, oblivion.
The dialogue has the resonance of a frequency that vibrates from the river of collective memory. The individual memory has split and is to be absorbed by another memory, one of the theatre, a universal memory, a memory of a theatre that was born from memory. He and she speak in one voice, the voice of loneliness, the voice of oblivion: "... you cannot be happy in exile or forgetfulness" 3 , says Jan. The Discourse of The Misunderstanding is a dialogue of the mind, of the self with the other self, a set of voices that burst from the mind of a single consciousness that expresses their individual, subjective aspirations with the intention of slipping into the swamp of collective memory, where the sun, the ocean, the river are the kings of a post-apocalyptic Europe.
